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Tom Miranda’s Archery Super Slam was the first recorded on commercial video, so this e-publication wouldn’t be complete without that aspect. In chapters 1 through 32, you’ll find links to exclusive videos from all 29 of Tom’s breath-taking hunts, plus a bit of insight into our favorite Super Slammer.
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DEDICATION

This book is dedicated to the outdoorsmen who dream of adventure and one day wake up to find their dreams have come true.
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FOREWORD

Perspective for a feat beyond the realm cannot exist without first understanding that feat in terms of feats you already hold in perspective.

For example, Everest was first climbed by Edmund Hillary and Tenzing Norgay in 1953, but the rest of us in the world at the time did not have perspective on that feat beyond the realm. How could we? Until those mountaineers stepped the last step to the top of Everest, no human had ever stood on a peak higher than 29,000 feet. No human had ever seen what Hillary and Norgay saw, and no human had ever experienced what they experienced. So we had to wait for other attempts on Everest, other successes and other failures — decades worth — to put that feat into perspective.

Since 1953, Everest has been climbed successfully by more than 3,000 people. Thankfully, we do not have to wait a half-century to put Tom Miranda’s feat beyond the realm into perspective.

There are more than 15 million hunters in the United States today and many times more than that throughout the world. As I write this, fewer than 200 hunters have taken the Super Slam of North American big game. Fewer than 25 of them did so using archery equipment. And only one of those hunters captured every hunt on camera; every arrow flying through the frozen solitude of the Canadian Arctic, rarified air of the Rockies or oppressive heat of the Sonoran desert. Only one — Tom Miranda.

Such a feat doesn’t happen because someone decides to change careers and believes such a goal is a worthy challenge. Impossible. It doesn’t happen because someone was born wealthy, earned wealth or had financial wealth thrust upon him and thereby believed he could buy his way to the top. Never. Such a feat can only be accomplished if the hunter was born a hunter, lived his life as a hunter and dedicated that life, to within an inch of his soul, to accomplish that goal.
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COURTESY OF JIM SHOCKEY

Tom was a trapper, the real deal, long before he became a hunting celebrity. He was a pioneer in bringing hunting to television. He was, is and always will be a man who walks and has walked the walk, sacrificed comfort to do what he has done. He not only made every journey into wild lands to pursue every big-game species in North America — a testament to a hunter’s drive and dedication — he made multiple journeys for many of the species. For it was not, for him, the chance to end an adventure and hunt successfully with a shot from one ridge to the next. He chose to up the ante, to push the limits of possibility, to hunt with only a bow and arrow.

Based on the tiny number of archers who have taken the Super Slam, Tom’s accomplishment is world-class, but unlike those other few archers, he could not draw and release even if the animal he was after was close enough, for he, from the beginning, set out to capture each hunt, each arrow impact, on camera. For Tom, the degree of difficulty was far greater. He was tied to the camera and cameraman, in sickness or in health, and it was the cameraman who determined whether an arrow could be sent on its way — or not. Until death do us part.

I’ve shivered in the Arctic, climbed the mountains and broiled in the deserts myself; taken the Super Slam using a muzzleloader and filmed as many hunts as I could for television, and I can tell anyone reading this that Tom’s feat beyond the realm crosses over the line from impressive to inspirational.

Tom is the first hunter to climb our Everest, solo and without oxygen. That is perspective.

Jim Shockey, May 2012   [image: ]


INTRODUCTION

For as long as I can remember, my passion has been chasing big whitetails. Growing up in west-central Georgia, bass fishing, and deer and turkey hunting are a way of life. Of course, many people understand the thrill of hunting, fishing and just being outdoors. Somehow, through good fortune, a lot of mistakes and hard work, my passion for the outdoors led me to the development of Realtree camouflage. Today, I am lucky to be able to work with so many people in the outdoor industry who are avid hunters. Tom Miranda is one of those people who truly stands out in my mind, as a respected industry professional and passionate outdoorsman.

Tom and I can each point to our success in the outdoors industry and thank our passion for big deer for helping us get where we are today. We were so motivated by the outdoors that we molded our hobbies into careers and businesses.

I met Tom in 1988. Realtree was a very young company, and Tom a fur trapper with a dream. Tom was making trapping and hunting videos at the time and approached us with the idea of wearing Realtree camouflage in his productions. In those days, we backed very few projects, as advertising dollars were very limited. However, my gut instinct told me this guy was the real deal. As it turned out, Tom and I have enjoyed a relationship of nearly 25 years. In fact, Realtree’s longest historical partners are Tom and Jackie Bushman of Buckmasters.
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COURTESY OF BILL JORDAN

Tom is a unique television personality. He not only hosts his own TV series, but writes, produces and edits it, along with three others. Tom spent 20 seasons on ESPN, a feat that few, if any, other hunting producers can claim, no doubt because of the high quality of his productions. Tom is a very accomplished bowhunter. His completion of the archery Super Slam of North American big game is proof of that. He has hunted the globe in pursuit of adventure, limiting himself to only archery equipment. Elephants, hippos, cape buffalo, African plains game — if there are animals to bowhunt, Tom is likely scheduling a TV episode to do it.

Bowhunting with a TV camera over your shoulder is a new ball game. It takes a different mindset and a level of professionalism to perform on wild animal hunt after hunt. Getting the Grand Slam of wild sheep with a bow on camera is a tremendous feat. To capture all 29 bowhunts for North America’s big game is simply amazing.

This book tells of the relentless dedication and commitment that was required for Tom to put himself into the public eye and hunt animals with a bow. Tom did it for the good of the sport, to bring it right into people’s living rooms. For the love of wildlife. And his message was clear: Be ethical, work hard and experience all you can of the great outdoors.

And that, my friends, is what Tom is all about, and I am proud to call him a sincere friend. So as they say, sit back, relax and enjoy the blood, sweat and tears of Adventure Bowhunter: Tom’s Miranda’s Quest for the North American Super Slam.

Bill Jordan, July 2012
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CHAPTER 1

TRAPPER TOM MIRANDA

THE CLANG AND RATTLE OF A TRAP CHAIN ECHOING IN THE DARKNESS IS A SOUND I’LL NEVER FORGET. The first time I heard it, I knew I wanted to hear it again.

Splashing along the water’s edge in hip waders, I struggled to switch on my flashlight. As its light illuminated the bank, I saw a disturbance — a small brown animal frantic to escape. The glowing eyes of a raccoon peered from the darkness, his eyes gazing on one proud trapper. It was 5 a.m. on a November school morning. I was 11 — bright-eyed, bushy-tailed and hopelessly addicted to trapping. In those days, muskrats and raccoons were my passion, and the wilds of Big Walnut Creek were my Yukon.

From Nov. 15 until Christmas, I would set traps after school and run them the next morning. I loved it. The excitement of checking traps each day was akin to the anticipation of Santa and his tiny reindeer.

What awaits a weary, sleepy-eyed trapper in the pre-dawn light? Is it the fine dark fur of a muskrat or the masked bandit, a raccoon? Maybe the surprise of a sleek buck mink or the barking growl of a gray fox? In the early 1970s, those animals provided challenge, excitement and hard-earned cash. A morning’s catch of just four muskrats was the equivalent in pay to mowing three lawns on a summer Saturday. Trapping might be hard work and a huge commitment, but for a young entrepreneur, grunting a mower through the neighbor’s yard was no adventure. On the trapline, my mind could race with dreams of wilderness log cabins, moose hunting and fine furs drying by the wood stove — silver and gold in the form of marten and lynx pelts.
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Here I am with a fall catch at my childhood home on Noe-Bixby Road in Columbus, Ohio, circa 1973.
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This was my first big break. Author James Churchill wrote a story on my move to Michigan to be a pro trapper. The story was written in 1980 and appeared in the March 1983 Fur Fish Game magazine. The A-frame cabin was my Michigan home, built by my father, pal Paul Voz and me during two weeks in Summer 1979.
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This photo was on the cover of the January 1984 edition of Trapper Magazine.
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Here’s my homemade fur cabin and a few skins taken in Michigan’s Upper Peninsula. Notice the cross fox. I caught five that season — three from the same set..

EARLY YEARS

Trapping is hard work, and I’m sure those early years on the trapline formed my don’t-quit work ethic. Steel foothold traps are heavy, and you must set quite a few to expect a good catch. Lugging a 25-pound pack up and down muddy river banks, through cattail swamps, and over hill and dale — in hip boots — is a real workout. Being cold, wet and muddy represented a typical day on the trapline. Through rain and sleet, wind and snow, traps must be tended. Further, a good day on the trapline meant skinning the catch, fleshing the pelt and drying the hide for sale. In other words, ditch-digging is easier than trapping.
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This was a nice catch of Ohio fox during my state-hopping years of Michigan and Ohio traplines, circa 1981.

In my mind, trapping is the ultimate outdoor pursuit. For a trapper, the lure of discovery is always waiting around the next bend in a stream or the edge of a woodlot. My wilderness was on the eastern side of suburban Columbus, Ohio. The junction of interstates 70 and 270 was my home grounds. When I was a youngster, huge earth movers were building the I-270 outer belt, and I remember my parents’ stern warnings to stay away from the giant equipment. In winter, we would sled the snowy slope of that huge construction project, known to us as “suicide hill.” My father took only one ride in a snow saucer down our Matterhorn mountain and injured his back, and it still bothers him almost 50 years later. A railroad track trekked east from Columbus right by our house, its tracks leading to the trestle bridge and my trapline haven.

My parents’ flexibility contributed to my early success, as they weren’t as strict with me as they could have been. Dad and Mom trusted me without question. As long as I was careful, my grades were acceptable and I didn’t abuse the freedom, I could come and go in trapping season as needed. That trust allowed a wide latitude when it came to house rules, and it gave me the freedom to leave home early in the morning to amble down a dark river bank, stay out well after dark stomping in the woods to set new traps, or spend late nights in the garage skinning my catch.

Sure, my parents worried about my hours in the woods and its dangers. But they understood that my work as a trapper required flexibility, and they allowed me to be me. I never abused their privileges.

Throughout junior high — called middle school nowadays — and high school, I shared my passion for trapping with sports. I played and loved football, baseball, track and ice hockey. To me, there was nothing like team spirit or the excitement of playing a home game — nothing except trapping. In those years, my bedroom walls were decorated with posters of Johnny Bench, Pete Rose, Bobby Orr and Farrah Fawcett. Bench was my hero, and Farrah my dream girl — until Dorothy Hamill won figure skating gold for the U.S. Olympic team. I quickly cut out her Sports Illustrated gold medal award photo and taped it in my school locker.
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Here’s a day’s catch on the Ohio trapline. Production trapping isn’t about your best day, it’s about the average per day. This catch was average. My best day was 15 foxes. The best day on raccoons was 54. Of course, I was too busy on those days to take a photo.

Each year, my schoolboy trapline grew, and when I got my driver’s license at 16, there was no stopping me. Using Dad’s 1964 Chevy Biscayne sedan, I extended my trapping range into the fertile farmlands of central Ohio. Between summer work and trapping, it didn’t take long for me to finesse the money for my first car — a 1970 Jeep CJ-5. Mud tires and a roll cage added to my macho trapping rig.

EXPANDING HORIZONS

In high school, my best pal was Paul Voz. We ran traps together and played on the hockey team. We enjoyed trapping and dreamed of wild places. Voz was originally from Minnesota, and his family had moved to Ohio about 1970. Voz and I met on the hockey pond near the high school and were immediate pals. Voz was a great skater and stick handler. I was quick and had a good shot. As teammates, we were unstoppable. We became friends on the ice, and that friendship continues today. Voz got interested in my trapping in 1974, and we teamed up our senior year of high school as full-fledged trapping partners. Several years later, we made a promise to head north and someday trap the wilderness together.
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Who would have thought this cowboy would be a bowhunter on ESPN?
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The love and support from my parents made me the person I am today. Love you forever, Mom and Dad.

In 1978, that pact took us into Michigan’s Upper Peninsula, where together we bought 15 acres on the Michigamme River in Marquette County. In 1979, my father, mother, Voz and I trekked north and built an A-frame cabin in preparation for the launch of a trapping career. Returning home, Voz and I took steady jobs with a goal to quit in August 1980 and move north. It was a great plan, but as the time neared, Voz became less interested. Eventually, I left for Michigan alone, with my dream of being a professional trapper.

The first trapping season in Michigan was tough. My cabin was 15 miles from the hardtop M-95 highway. I had to access my wilderness home via logging roads that twisted through the Floodwood plains and then curved north along the river toward Wicpek Rapids. My house had no electricity, telephone or running water. I cooked with wood, read books by oil lamp and scouted my prospective trapline using a Honda motorbike. The 185-horsepower dirt bike was good on gas and let me traverse the roughest logging roads and two-track trails. Scouting for fresh fox and coyote tracks in the sandy roads was easy on the bike. I scouted hard every day from dawn till noon. I spent afternoons putting up fire wood and building a log cabin. The cabin was built from scratch with spruce and balsam. It would serve as a fur shed to skin, flesh and dry pelts, and as an emergency shelter if my main cabin burned down. When you heat and cook with a fire in an all-wood house, fire is an imminent danger.

During my first season in Michigan, outdoor writer James Churchill of Florence, Wis., got wind of my trapping efforts and visited my Michigamme camp. His plan was to interview me for a magazine article and run my trapline with me, documenting it with pen, paper and camera. Churchill was a free-lancer who had written many books on trapping, outdoor living and other pursuits. His article about my trapline appeared three years later in the March 1983 Fur Fish Game.
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Trappers and hunters love animals. Above top is my first dog, Candy. Above is my 15-year-old border collie, Pepper. Pepper is amazing and the smartest dog I’ve ever known.

At that time, things were finally falling into place for trapper Tom Miranda. My three seasons in Michigan were only mediocre, but I traveled back to Ohio and ran some of my old traplines when things slowed down in Michigan. That trick, called state hopping, is a way to extend the trapping season and take advantage of the best times to catch animals at various locales.

I spent summers in Michigan planting trees and doing wildlife clearcuts with Jerry Herbst, a pal I had met at Silver Lake Resort near Channing, Mich. Herbst hailed from Chicago. He was a trapper, and we hit it off in grand style. Herbst and I would get together once a week to swap stories of the trapline and would also check on each other, as winter trapping can be dangerous. Neither of us had anyone else, so our weekly rendezvous were a treat. One spring, Jerry and I did several wildlife clearcuts together. The Michigan Department of Natural Resources would pay cutters to fell trees in certain sections to allow spring undergrowth to help supplement food for deer in heavily forested areas of the Upper Peninsula. Those cuts involved a crazy amount of work and were murder on a chainsaw, but they paid cash. Because Herbst and I shipped our pelts to auction, there was always a delay in fur checks, so the extra money was a blessing.

PRO TRAPPER

During that time, I took several trapping courses. In 1980, I traveled west to meet predator trapping legend Odon Corr of Miller, S.D. Corr was a Western trapper supreme, and I learned more about predator trapping from him in three days than in all my years of trapping. In 1981, I registered as a student to the Fur Takers of America Professional Trappers College. The course, held in LaGrange, Ind., was an amazing mix of top folks. My instructors were the best trappers in the country, including Corr, Keith Gregerson, Major Boddicker, George Stewart, Kermit Stearns, Jerry Joe Barnett and others. I was fortunate to ace that class and be asked back as an instructor in 1982. I taught at the prestigious trappers college from 1982 through 1992.

In 1981, I married my high-school girlfriend, Bernie Cassidy. Throughout my years of trapping, she had stuck by me, and we had communicated via telephone and letters. She had enrolled at Ohio State University after high school and graduated four years later with a degree in elementary education. Because jobs were scarce for new graduates, we made my Michigan cabin our home. Getting married in late February meant heading back to the cabin in the worst winter weather. But Bernie was a trooper, and she never complained about the rough living conditions of the North Woods or the lack of creature comforts.
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Heres my Cessna 140 and a trapped coyote. Often, I would check traps by air. The rancher took this photo — the only one I have. There was too much gear and too many critters in the plane for a cameraman.
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Here’s an advertisement from my early days.

Living in the wilderness, that first year of marriage was rough. Before, I only had to worry about myself. With a wife, I had a greater need for hot water and a clean, comfortable cabin. I also needed more money and a better schedule. That summer, I planted trees for Mead Paper for extra money, which made me leave the cabin at 4 a.m. and return at 10 p.m.

After the first year, we split our time between the wilderness cabin in Michigan and the city life of Ohio. With a wife, I needed health insurance. Summer employment in Ohio was more stable and paid better, plus Bernie could work a job in the school system and use her education. I landed a job sealing blacktop and delivered pizzas for Domino’s at night. When fall rolled around, I would quit and return to the trapline. I trapped Michigan first until about Nov. 10 and then trapped Ohio until Jan 1. Then, I would return to Michigan for winter predator trapping and spring beaver. At that time, I began to develop my line of trapping scents and started to hone my skills as a writer. My plan was to learn everything I could about trapping and build a business.

SOUTH DAKOTA FAMILY

In June 1984, I applied for a government trapper’s position in South Dakota. Fur prices had declined through the early 1980s, and conversations with Corr at the trapping college had me interested in a new challenge. I was writing articles for Fur Fish Game and making my own trapping scents, which I would sell to Furtakers College students. My trapping career was growing.

Soon, I drove west in my Jeep, my cassette player blasting “Carry On Wayward Son” by Kansas. The volume was cranked to keep from being drowned out by my big mud tires singing down the ribbon of concrete on I-90. My new job was as a South Dakota state trapper, with a home base of Chamberlain, S.D. It was a big step, and I still had a lot to learn.

My first year as a government trapper was an eye-opener. My job was to trap coyotes that killed sheep, day and night, 365 days per year. We could use snares, predator calling, steel traps — my forte — gas cartridges for dens, M-44 sodium cyanide getters and even shoot coyotes from a Piper Super Cub airplane.

I had always been interested in airplanes. One of my Ohio traplines skirted Port Columbus International airport, and I would always stop to watch the jets land and take off. I had also taken aviation science in high school. Because aircraft were a big part of my new trapping job, I knew I needed to get into the skies of South Dakota. So in 1985, I bought an airplane and learned how to fly it.

Amazingly, I paid only $6,000 for my first airplane, a 1947 Cessna 140. The bird was a former U.S. Postal Service plane, which had been flown on a route in North Dakota. The rag-winged tail-dragger was ferried from Lemon, S.D., to Wagner, where I took lessons from an old crop-dusting aviator named Lee Crissman. My pilot certificate would come in handy in years to come — in ways I never dreamed.

Also in 1985, I began making how-to trapping videos. In 1984, I had written a book on fox trapping. At the Fur Takers trapping college that year, I met a student named Jeff Smith. He chatted with me one evening and recommended that I turn my book into a videotape. I didn’t even know what a video was at the time, but I learned quickly. Soon, I released Fox and Coyote Trapping East to West to a horde of trappers hungry for information. The video was an instant sensation, and in turn, my trapping career was climbing like a Saturn rocket. In fact, by August 1986, I had released two books and was working on my second trapping video. At that time, I resigned from my job as a South Dakota state trapper and went full time into my business, Tom Miranda Outdoors, which I described as a “purveyor of trapping scents, lures, books and how-to videos all designed to help make you a better trapper.”

The recipe was simple. If a trapper bought my videos and books, and then learned to increase his catch of foxes and coyotes, that trapper would be loyal to Tom Miranda lures, scents and possibly additional videos.

The plan worked. I couldn’t make enough trapping lure or dub enough videos. In those days, my how-to trapping videos were $50, and with each order, I gave away a free Tom Miranda cap. That year at the National Trappers Convention in Mansfield, Ohio, a sea of Tom Miranda caps rolled through the isles of the convention.

My first son, Jeremy, was born in August 1986. He was named after Jeremiah Johnson, a movie that had a huge impact on me as a young trapper. I remember his birth like it was yesterday.

Looking at him, so small and fragile, I knew it was time to really pull up my boot straps. In the 10 years since I’d graduated from high school, I had assembled quite a resume. Trapping was easy to me, but in the business world, I had a lot to learn.

In typical fashion, I got to it. Within two years, I had added five new trapping videos, three new books and a new daughter, Jennifer, born in May 1988. About that time, I began expanding into bowhunting videos. I had landed a contract with Fur Fish Game to do four trapping videos, and I didn’t want to compete with them by releasing another trapping title. It was the best move I could have made. Bowhunting was really taking off at the time, and my trapping business had grown exponentially — a credit to the video promotions.

My first bowhunting video was Big Timber Bears: A Saskatchewan Bowhunting Adventure. It was crude, as were all of my early trapping videos. I was, for the most part, a self-taught producer, and like most trappers, a do-it-yourself guy.

In those days, I was selling trapping videos to a distributor from Oklahoma City. Sheen Rhea was a savvy entrepreneur who helped me immensely by distributing my videos and critiquing the programs. Because of Rhea, my videos became more interesting. At the time, he was also influencing new video producers such as Roger Raglin, Shane Jones, and Mark and Terry Drury. Rhea owned Quest Productions, a team led by wildlife cinematographer Wade Nolan. It was the heyday of how-to hunting videos, when a video with five hunts would sell for $40. I went on a video production spree, doing videos on turkeys, deer, crows, trapping and upland birds — anything in which outdoorsmen would be interested.

In December 1990, my second son, Joshua, was born. My career was booming, and I was constantly on the road, so the brunt of raising three children was falling on my wife. Bernie had taken a post office job in 1982 and transferred to the Chamberlain, S.D., post office when I’d moved west to trap for the government. It’s common for some mothers to struggle with the choice of continuing a career or staying at home. With me gone and still developing a business, my wife had no choice but to work. The traveling was beginning to strain our marriage. We would often argue before my hunting trips and always after I returned. Bernie wanted me to stay home, go back to my old trapping job or take another job in town.

But I couldn’t stop. My career was climbing. I opted for quality time with my children because I lacked quantity. The pressure of providing for my family overwhelmed me more than ever and pushed me into a frantic state of nonstop goals, projects and work. Being a successful businessman consumed me. My next move was television, but the world of broadcast is tricky business — and it required more money than my video trapping business could generate.
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This was typical of Dakota fox trapping — a double catch.

Learn About Tom’s Background


CHAPTER 2

TV BOWHUNTER
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Here, I’m on a roof near Washington, D.C., doing some SWAT training with some of Maryland’s finest. I’m getting ready to rappel down from the roof.

ORIGINALLY, I WANTED TO PRODUCE MY FIRST TELEVISION SERIES ABOUT TRAPPING. Trapping was my love, and I was good at it. There were many stories to tell about trappers, animals, the renewable resource, the romance of the wilds, and adventure and survival. However, I didn’t know how to make a television show, so I sought advice from those who did. After numerous attempts to talk to several outdoor TV producers, I reached well-known TV fisherman Jimmy Houston. Houston’s show aired on the mega cable-sports network ESPN, and if anyone knew outdoors TV, it was Houston.

Houston was very gracious and took time from his busy schedule to talk to me about broadcast television. We spoke about audience expectations, various networks, potential sponsorship partners, needing a reason to have a show and, finally, my idea.

Houston advised me to rethink the trapping TV show idea and look for a hook that would excite the audience and endear them to me.

“The goal of an outdoor host is to be a guy that the audience will stand up and root for,” he said.

It was great advice from a great guy. Several years later, I was a guest on Houston’s ESPN fishing show, and Houston caught all the fish that afternoon of taping. Houston was the same in person as he was on TV: fun loving, hard working, God-fearing and a phenomenal fisherman.

After talking with Houston, I did some soul searching. The TV business sounded tough. Maybe this trapper wasn’t cut out for the intense, pressure-filled arena of broadcast.
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Whitetail hunting for TV is a challenge. This buck walked into bow range and made my job easy. Notice the early Summit tree stand and Realtree gray camo.
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My dad and I took a moose hunt to Alberta. I was hunting, and Dad was fishing. My father caught 27 walleyes on 27 consecutive casts during that trip. He was proud of that. Love you, Dad.

TIME FOR TV

During a video shoot, I’d met a young pheasant hunting guide named Sandy Brady. Brady was flamboyant, a great shot and full of energy. He and I talked about the video business during breaks and at dinner after the hunts. Brady was interested in learning the video business and wanted to work with me on video projects. Within a few weeks, Brady; his father, Pat Foy; and I were discussing doing a television show together.

Pat Foy Brady might be the kindest man I’ve ever known. He was from Reidsville, N.C., and his business was oil distribution. He was very successful and was interested in my TV venture, the possibility of Brady working with me and learning the video trade. We discussed several options, and within a month, we’d formed a small S corporation and began work on a TV pilot. The show would be called Tom Miranda’s Outdoor Adventure Magazine, and would feature hunting, fishing and adventures taped around the globe. Originally, we decided that Brady would primarily do the gun hunts, some archery hunts, some fishing and a few adventures. I would do archery hunts, some fishing and most of the adventures. In other words, we would co-host the show. We would hire free-lance cameramen for field production. I would edit the series, and Brady would sell the advertising.

It was a great plan, and we had immediate chemistry. The road trips were a blast, and we did really neat things. We hunted nonstop for big and small game, fished from Florida to New Zealand, and did crazy adventures coast to coast. Our goal was to make 13 original hunting, fishing and adventure segments to complete a season of Outdoor Adventure Magazine.
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This Eastern turkey represents my first bow slam — the wild turkey grand slam.

Because we were hunters first and I knew the video business, we started doing as much hunting as possible and making videos for resale. Sheen Rhea owned TeleMark, a video distribution company in Oklahoma City, Okla. Several years earlier, Rhea had helped me push out thousands of trapping videos, and he was eager to get our new titles on gobbler hunting or bowhunting whitetails. Those videos would make money while we figured out the TV business. Plus, the wildlife footage we gathered would build a great library to enhance the hunting episodes of the TV show.

In 1990, we landed a slot on SportsChannel America, a Minneapolis, Minn.-based cable network, and captured Realtree, Budweiser and Martin Archery as major advertisers.

LEAP TO THE TOP

SportsChannel America was great. It was the perfect entry network for us to cut our teeth in broadcast. But TV was expensive and hard work, and airing on a small cable channel wasn’t doing our show justice. We needed a big network to bring big advertisers, and at that time, the largest network carrying outdoor programming was ESPN.

So in late 1990, as our first season was progressing on SportsChannel, I began sending tapes to ESPN. At the time, Bill Fitts was ESPN’s programming genius. Fitts had been a top producer at ABC under executive producer Roone Arledge, of Wide World of Sports fame, and he’d helped launch ESPN. Fitts was sort of a producer legend and the guy I needed to help me move up to the big leagues.

The first tapes I sent to the network fell on deaf ears. I never heard anything. (Looking at those early shows, I can see why.) Then in Fall 1991, I sent in a revised pilot episode that prompted a call from Fitts. He was polite but firm, and said our shows lacked the drama and professionalism of an ESPN-quality series. He liked the show concept but said we lacked professional training, and episodes needed to be produced differently. He suggested employing a free-lance producer to train me as an ESPN-quality producer. His suggestion was Kim Nye, a producer for MTV, who had done the U.S. Olympic athlete bio pieces for ABC. She did limited free-lance work, and when I spoke to her on the phone, she was eager to help.

Brady, lead cameraman Mike Pellegatti and I did three short trips with Nye in March 1992, all in Florida. We shot an Everglades wild hog hunt, largemouth bass fishing at Lake Okeechobee and a skydiving piece near Clewiston. Nye instructed us on storytelling, interviewing skills and pre-production techniques. The shoots went well, and I remember Nye saying, “Tom, your hunting footage is great, but it’s the story line that’s lacking. Be true to the story, and tell it completely. Your audience is smart and will appreciate a good story.”

Several weeks later, Nye met me at Editek production studios in Omaha, Neb., and we cut our first professional show. The show then shipped to the ESPN home offices in Bristol, Conn. Fitts liked it, and with Nye touting our hunting expertise, we were soon approved to air on ESPN. All we needed was a time slot, which is not easy to secure and often impossible to get on ESPN. Typically, a TV series must drop out or be cut to allow space for a new program. There were only so many half-hours allotted for outdoor programming on ESPN.

I’ll never forget the phone call when we got our chance. I spoke with Rich Caulfield, ESPN outdoors programming director. Programming directors are the guys who say if your show will air, and when and how often it will air.

“So Tom, if I give you eight episodes in the third quarter, can you deliver me top shows?” Caulfield asked.

“Yes sir,” I replied.

“Third quarter starts in two months,” he said. “That means in two months, you will be providing me ESPN-quality original programming. No episode shall be late — no mistakes in editing. Am I clear?”

“Yes sir,” I said.

“Mr. Miranda, welcome to ESPN,” Caulfield replied. “Legal will send you contracts within two weeks.”

That was it. Bam! I was ecstatic. We had aired on SportsChannel America for two seasons, but now Outdoor Adventure Magazine would appear on ESPN. It was Little League to Major Leagues. I had made it — and I was scared to death.

At 8 a.m. Eastern, Saturday, July 4, 1992, I debuted on ESPN. It was a milestone in my career. Who would have ever thought that a kid from Columbus, Ohio, with a passion for trapping could build on that passion to achieve that level? How do you go from trapping to being a TV bowhunter?

SCHOOL OF HARD KNOCKS

You have to put that into perspective. My show was airing alongside The Fishing Hole with Jerry McKinnis, Fly-Fishing the World with John Barrett, Mark Sosin’s Saltwater Journal and Jimmy Houston Outdoors — all of which were classic outdoors TV shows. I couldn’t believe it. But those series were about fishing, and ESPN lacked hunting content. Only Georgia’s Wayne Pearson had cracked the ESPN lineup with shooting sports. Tom Miranda’s Outdoor Adventure Magazine promised viewers hunting, fishing and adventures each week. Caulfield had given me a time slot, and it was mine to keep or lose. I was determined to deliver.

The first ESPN season was a whirlwind. I was so busy traveling, taping, writing, editing and dubbing that I had no time to enjoy it. I watched just two episodes as they aired, and the luster of TV quickly faded into 20-hour days and nonstop work. Many viewers don’t realize it takes long hours to produce a TV series. Also, TV deadlines are relentless. When a season starts, episodes must be submitted each week. That sounds easy, but it might take a week or two to shoot an episode and two weeks to edit it. You must be ahead of schedule and stay there or face the consequences of missing a deadline. Missing a deadline is akin to missing the last plane of the season leaving Antarctica. It’s like forgetting your mother’s birthday and Mothers Day in the same week. Missing an ESPN deadline meant you would never miss another, as you would no longer air on ESPN.

Then there are ratings. Nielsen Media Research rates TV day parts to help equate a number of viewers to a cost basis (cost per thousand, or CPM). TV ad time is based on CPM, and TV networks constantly compare the ratings of other networks during the same day part, ratings before and after the same day part, and ratings between similar-genre shows. If your show isn’t rating well, you will be canceled, and your time slot will go to a more popular series.

Sponsors also figure into the TV equation. Advertisers need to sell product — that’s what they expect when they buy advertising. It’s the producer’s job to creatively blend product into the show to illustrate the product without becoming obvious or infomercial-like. High ratings keep sponsors, but mediocre ratings lose them. If your show rates poorly, a good rule of thumb is, “Don’t quit your day job.”

I had learned that from my time at SportsChannel America, but the money and intensity level at the mega-network level gave everything new perspective. I learned that it was difficult to get a series on ESPN, but it was much more difficult to keep it. The airtime cost was enormous, and the workload for two guys was ridiculous. Like they said in Top Gun, “I was writing checks my body couldn’t cash.”

Just mentioning ESPN opened many doors. Few outdoor shows touted the huge universe and ratings that ESPN could provide. Sports celebrities watched ESPN, and a surprising number of those guys hunted. I rubbed elbows with the elite at ESPN, and met NFL, MLB, NHL, NBA and NASCAR stars, plus musicians, governors, actors, rodeo cowboys, TV celebrities and more. Notables included Dick Butkus, Joe Theismann, Ken Griffey Jr., Dale Earnhardt Sr., Ted Nugent, Gen. Norman Schwarzkopf and Gen. Chuck Yeager.

Outdoor Adventure Magazine was fun to do and a huge success. I loved doing the bowhunting episodes, but my favorites were the adventure segments. During six seasons, I bungee-jumped four bridges and skydived six times. I trained under the Navy F-14 fighter syllabus, and flew or co-piloted B-25s, P-51s, helicopters, glider planes and hang-gliders. I took batting lessons from Seattle Mariner pros Griffey and Jay Buhner, and rode a bull after lessons from rodeo champion Ty Murray. I cave-dove, cave-crawled, walked on fire, was a rodeo clown, dove with sharks, climbed Devils Tower National Monument, trained in a SWAT team, and drove NASCAR cars, top-fuel dragsters and Ferrari race cars. When I travel to the great beyond, I will know I lived life to the fullest.

In 1994, Brady was looking to do something else. He enjoyed the limelight of television, but the day-to-day work and constant travel was taking a toll. His relationship with a girlfriend had grown deeply, and she would soon be his wife. So, he slipped quietly out of the TV hosting roles, and I began a schedule to buy out his family’s shares of the corporation.

The burden of the show was all on me — finances, production, writing, editing and sales. My plate was full, and to be successful, I had to work harder than ever.

TOUGH TIMES

With all the travel and nonstop work, my marriage was becoming a shambles. My wife, Bernie, was not dealing well with my schedule, and she struggled with the responsibility of being a single parent while I worked out of state. Plus, she had a career with the U.S. Postal Service.

Our relationship became strained. Despite my successes, in her eyes, I was not the man she had married. Somehow, I had changed, and in her own way of refrigerator post-it notes, cold shoulders and lack of communication, she let me know nothing I did at home was right or what she wanted. I managed to communicate well with my three children, keep a relationship with them and have quality time with them when I was home, but it was never enough. My marriage was on the verge of collapse.

For two years, I argued my case to my wife, but she did not understand my mission in life, my quest to excel or the love of my children. In fact, she understood nothing about me. Better or worse and richer or poorer was out the window. I was desperate and needed to save my personal life. So, I buried myself in my career and worked even more and harder than ever.

MY TREASURE WOMAN

As a traveling TV guy, you meet all kinds of people. Some are hunters, but some are attractive women. While doing the show, I had met many women who were interesting to talk to, some of whom were interested in me. Of course, having a giant TV camera following you can attract a lot of attention.

During one of my TV adventure shoots, I planned to team with a Cypress Gardens water-skiing expert and do a tandem hang-glider flight during a water-ski show. At the Cypress Gardens marketing department offices in Winter Haven, Fla., I met Sandy Jessop. She was very attractive, smart and quick-witted, and her personality was like a Star Trek tractor beam. I was immediately swept off my feet and stricken with love at first sight. Folks who know me well have heard this story, and it’s one many don’t believe. However, I’m convinced that there are people who fall in love at first sight. Our meeting was a chance meeting, but something clicked immediately. Sandy was a dream come true. She was perceptive and hard working, and she had a gleam in her eye that told me this girl was the one.
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This buck was not a whopper, but the hunt was on video. I was learning how difficult it was to capture successful bowhunts on camera.

With my first marriage finished, Sandy and I began dating, soon bonded and became soulmates. My children were her children, and they loved her. We did everything together. My life somehow became whole again, and with that, I had a renewed interest to excel. I had been at ESPN for four years, but I knew I could do more.

Sandy and I married in July 1996, and we are together today, as deeply in love or more than we were before. It’s amazing what finding the right partner can do for you. When I look at her, I see the girl I met at Cypress Gardens. She hasn’t changed a bit — or tried to change me.

Sandy and I became a team. Our goal was to make the best hunting shows we could and do our best to stay on top. She’s a great partner. She is the absolute best wife and my best friend for life. I have a tendency to take people at face value, which means I trust and believe what people tell me. That’s a virtue but also a curse, as some people tend to take advantage of me in business. Maybe I’m just naive, but Sandy is savvy and has a sixth sense with people. She sees things in people I don’t or looks at things differently than I do. Often, her perspective is spot on. I turn to her opinion more times than not. I guess the moral of the story is that when marriage is good, it’s really good, and when it’s bad, it’s a disaster. Sandy will always be my partner, soulmate, best friend and the love of my life.

WIN-FALL

Tom Miranda’s Outdoor Adventure Magazine aired for six seasons. During my fifth season, I got a surprise call from Jim Wilburn of Winner Communications. Winnercom was a television production house that specialized in ESPN programing. Rodeo and horse racing were their specialties, but those top dogs of the TV industry could produce anything. Wilburn pitched an idea for me to host a new ESPN series called Under Wild Skies. Wow, that sounded exciting. Sandy and I were very happy, as the new gig would bring in some needed cash and tie us into additional advertisers for Outdoor Adventure Magazine. It was my first chance at doing an outdoor series for someone else and would give me another ESPN series. At the time, no other ESPN outdoors host had two series. I said yes.

However, the gig was short-lived. Within a week, Wilburn called me back to apologize and tell me that the National Rifle Association had stepped up as the title sponsor. They didn’t need a bowhunting host, and they wanted to employ Tony Makris. Wilburn then said they were working on some more series ideas and that I would get the next one Winnercom pulled in. The NRA’s Wild Skies franchise has come along way, and Makris has done an outstanding job. He was the right man for the hosting spot, and I congratulate him for an incredible run. Wild Skies is still airing in originals.

Two months later, Wilburn called again. My assignment was Cabela’s Sportsman’s Quest, an ESPN series that featured hunting in North America and the Cabela’s Walleye Trail tournament series. The bad news was they needed 26 original episodes a year. With my 13 original Outdoor Adventure Magazine shows, that meant 39 original episodes. That’s a crazy schedule, considering I had the added responsibilities of three children and a new marriage, which needed attention more than one weekend a month. Plus, I wasn’t sure I wanted to be gone that long. However, the offer was good, the opportunity was great and we needed the money. So I decided to cowboy up and go for it.

Sportsman’s Quest was fun, mainly because producer Jeff Murray and cinematographer Mike Baker were so great to be around. These guys weren’t hunters, so it was my job to get them lined up on shooting and editing hunting, especially bowhunting. We were a great team, and those production pros were great learners.

I have quite a few Quest stories, but one sticks out. We were bear hunting in northern Alberta, and as on every hunt, Baker asked, “Miranda, what’s the best-case scenario?”

Best-case scenario was code for, “How long are we going to be camping in this mosquito-infested spring bear camp?” and, “How long until you can kill out so we can wrap and get the hell out of here?”

I told Baker that we would kill in two days and finish the show. I actually finished during the first night of the hunt, and that evening, the TV boys decided to celebrate. During spring bear hunts, you often arrive back at camp at midnight, as there are about 20 hours or daylight during May in northern Canada. I turned in at 2 a.m. while those guys celebrated the hunt with the guides into the wee hours. The next morning, I awoke to find Baker had left the tent open and was sleeping almost completely out of his bag. The mosquitoes were everywhere, and his outstretched arm looked like an aircraft carrier, with little F-18 mosquitoes taxiing, taking off and landing.
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I’m dressed as a rodeo clown and ready for action. My wife, Sandy, poses with me during taping.

He was covered head to toe in mosquito bites. Since then, Baker has always dreaded hunts in Canada, yet he’s now a top producer of Under Wild Skies Africa and spends much of his time in the mosquito-infested swamps of Botswana.

We shot 52 original episodes of Sportsman’s Quest together during two seasons before I decided I didn’t like being away from home so much. Dallas Cowboy star Jay Novacek took my place in the third season. I admire him. He’s an excellent hunter, and I was happy to hand over the reins.

DECISION TIME

Within a few months of leaving Sportsman’s Quest, I had another offer to do a new series. Camouflage icon Bill Jordan was looking for a TV show to promote his new Advantage camo line. Ray Lynch, Realtree’s head of marketing, called me to discuss the idea of producing an adventure hunting series for Realtree. They wanted all production, and editing, and for me to host the show. It was an incredible opportunity, but I was burned out after two years of nonstop work. My initial thought was to bow out graciously. However, my gut told me it was an amazing opportunity to get closer with one of my biggest and best advertising partners. I just couldn’t sign up for 26 weeks of originals. After some brainstorming, I called Lynch to pitch a deal.
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This is my wedding photo. My wife, Sandy, is beautiful. I was taping a fishing tournament a few days before our wedding, and the sun’s reflection on the water sunburned my face.

I offered to change the name of Outdoor Adventure Magazine to Advantage Adventures. I would drop the fishing and adventure segments and build a diary of my big-game hunts. Realtree loved the idea, as the company would get its series, and I would only have to produce 13 original episodes. It was a huge win for both parties, so in July 1998, Advantage Adventures debuted.

Working with Realtree was great. The company let me select all the hunts and design the series and schedule as I saw fit. Realtree also helped me secure additional sponsor partners. I loved doing the show, and the need for 13 hunts per season let me really sink my teeth into adventure bowhunting. During those Advantage Adventures episodes, my thirst for the Super Slam began to take hold. Of course, I had learned of the Super Slam years before but had always thought it would be impossible. But with a need for new adventure hunts each season, I could begin hunting some great places, experiencing new locations and chasing different species. At the time, the Slam wasn’t on my radar, but I knew I wanted to replace the adrenaline adventures of Outdoor Adventure Magazine with bowhunting adventures.

CHALLENGES OF THE HUNT

Bowhunting with a TV cameraman is much different than hunting on your own. There is more stress, noise and scent, and you must hide a hunter, cameraman and cumbersome camera. Many viewers don’t realize that the cameraman must signal the hunter when to shoot, as the animal must be in view of the camera lens to capture the all-important kill shot. Seeing the arrow and broadhead strike the animal is essential to portraying the hunt in a dramatic manner. The impact is the footage all die-hard hunters want to see, and when that shot is from the hunters point of view, or POV — or as some say, over the shoulder — the intensity of the moment and the arrow flight add a special dimension and a feeling of being there. I have bowhunted big game most of my adult life on video. It’s my job to capture the essence of bowhunting through the eye of a camera lens. Many ask me if I ever bowhunt for fun without the camera. My answer is always no. If I would hunt without a video camera, I’d probably see my first 200-inch white-tailed buck or 400-inch elk, or witness a sea of migrating caribou. TV bowhunting is a labor of love, and I extract as much fun from the video hunts as possible. Yes, hunting with the camera is much more difficult, but the reward is tenfold when the plan comes together.

In the early years, ESPN wouldn’t allow impact shots. That was an executive decision based, I believe, on the huge universe of the network. ESPN hunting shows took a bunch of flack in those early years, as without the impact, there was no validation of a hunter’s shot. Was it a good one? What was cut out? Why were we pretending the killing of animals shouldn’t be witnessed on TV? Thankfully, viewers complained, as did hunting series producers, including me. Our united view was that we shouldn’t apologize for harvesting animals. We maintained that it’s an integral part of wildlife management, and we shouldn’t cater to viewers who weren’t hunters and might be offended. The network eventually reconsidered the policy and allowed impacts under rigid guidelines, requiring viewer-discretion disclaimers at the episode lead-in and before the hunt sequence.

PERFECT PARTNERS

Television wouldn’t be possible without great sponsor partners, and I have been fortunate. Some TV series change sponsors every other year, but I strive to give back tenfold and overdeliver with my allegiance. Partners such as Mathews, Cuddeback, Nikon, Realtree and Thompson/Center Arms have been with me year after year — some for 10 years or more. Realtree has been there since 1989, when I was doing hunting videos and starting my television career.

Loyalty is something that cannot be bought, only earned. By being true to my audience, promoting sponsors creatively and overdelivering my contract obligations, I’ve enjoyed long runs with quality brands. It’s essential that I believe in a product and use it before inserting it into an episode. Some TV series will have 20 “sponsors,” yet I have found it’s impossible to do a good job of advertising so many brands without turning a hunting show into an infomercial. Advertising partners also look at ratings, years of experience in production and the track record, but only a handful of shows can measure up to my longevity on a major cable network.

At the end of 2007, Advantage Adventures had aired for 10 seasons. It was a great run, but I felt a need to reinvent the show. So in 2008, the title was changed to Territories Wild with Tom Miranda. With the name change came a new look and even more of an adventure feel. Few TV series can last unchanged for more than 10 seasons, so we had done well. Series such as M.A.S.H., The Andy Griffith Show, Wheel of Fortune and similar mega hits with 20 or more seasons are truly remarkable formulas, which is a credit to the producers, writers and talent.

I have been blessed with a long career in outdoor television. I have hosted eight ESPN series and produced several shows in which I did not appear. ESPN taught me to use the best gear and produce dramatic shows. A byproduct of that was a side business of producing series for other companies, which has been part of my company since 2004. It’s not uncommon to have six or seven TV series shipping from our Florida studios. At this writing, my series Territories Wild is still airing, as is a new series, Whitetail SLAM. I also produce Dominant Bucks with Stan Potts and Hunt Masters with Gregg Ritz.

In 2010, ESPN decided to leave outdoor programming. The network opted to sell its B.A.S.S. television and tournament circuit property, and when that decision came down, the outdoor block was history. ESPN was a stick-and-ball network, and many there wanted to return to the network’s roots and core of its success. It was a sad day when I got the call that ESPN would no longer carry outdoors. Greg Trager was the programming director, and he was at a loss for words. At that time, I was the senior hunting series and one of the best-liked outdoors producers at the network. I’d enjoyed a phenomenal run on ESPN: July 4, 1992, until Dec. 26, 2010. At one time in 1996, I was appearing on three ESPN series every weekend. There are many at ESPN past and present I would like to thank, including Jerry Valliancourt, Julie Sobieski, Gary Morganstern, Yvonne Atkins and all the original ESPN staff I’ve had the pleasure of working with. It was their trust and friendship that helped me through the rigors of such an awesome run on a truly great network.

In 2011, NBC Sports and Sportsman Channel quickly picked me up. The flexibility and understanding of these networks have allowed me an unusual arrangement that lets my series air on both networks at the same time. That combined viewership is more than 100 million potential households and has kept my sponsor-partner deliverables at ESPN levels. It has made a seemingly impossible transition for my company and partners from the powerhouse of ESPN nearly routine.
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Here is the editing console where I edited my TV shows from 1996 through 2008. I continue to edit my own shows.

FROM THE DVD
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I did many adventures on ESPN in the early days. This freeze frame is from the TV footage of Devils Tower national monument. There were no aliens up there.
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Sandy and I enjoy a dive trip in Australia.
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One of my favorite things to do is free-dive spearfishing. It’s hunting underwater.

How Tom Became a TV Bowhunter
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Here, a Tomcat jumps off the deck of the U.S.S. Teddy Roosevelt.
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Here I am on board an F-14 during an ESPN taping of Outdoor Adventure Magazine.
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All systems go!
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Adrenaline is what dangerous-game hunts are all about. This cape buffalo is at 10 yards.
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Here, I’m flanked by Jay Buhner, right, and Ken Griffey Jr. The Seattle Mariners gave me home and away uniforms, which I still proudly display at home.
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I bungee-jumped off several bridges in New Zealand for my adventure shows. In fact, I did some several times for filming purposes.

How Tom Became a TV Bowhunter


CHAPTER 3

GOING FOR THE SLAM
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THE ARCHERY SUPER SLAM IS THE HOLY GRAIL OF BOWHUNTING; the harvesting of the 29 huntable big-game species of North America, as recognized by the Pope and Young Club and Grand Slam Club/Ovis. Archery Super Slammers are the elite. They are dedicated hunters who have put in the miles, done the research, and glassed, spotted, stalked, hiked and climbed on the most grueling hunts this continent can dish out. The perspective is simple: It’s a 30-year goal if you can take one species a year or a mere decade if you can take three per year.

BOW HISTORY

The history of bowhunting can be traced back to stone arrowheads found in Africa, which date to about 25,000 B.C. However, bowhunters have only collected trophy animals for sport and display since the early 1900s. Saxton Pope was a medical doctor practicing near San Francisco, Calif., in the early 1900s. He took a job as a surgical instructor in 1912 and met Ishi, one of the last surviving members of the Yahi tribe. Ishi was being studied by anthropologist T.T. Watterman at the University of California-Berkeley.
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Grand Slam Club/Ovis directors Keith Hite and Dale Martin present a proud adventure bowhunter the award for completing the Super 10 of North American Big Game. A big part of hunting at that level is documenting the hunts and registering them to complete the milestones.
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This photo includes 11 of the 19 current registered Archery Super Slammers. Right to left in the top row: yours truly, GSCO Director Keith Hite, George Harms, Walter Palmer, Frank Noska, Archie Nesbitt, and GSCO Director Dale Martin. Right to left on the bottom row: Gary Martin, Randy Liljenquist, Tom Hoffman, Dr. Robert Speegle, Dr. John “Jack” Frost and Dennis Dunn.

Pope became friends with Ishi while treating him for an illness. Ishi was prone to being sick, as he had no immunities because of his native roots and a lack of exposure to civilization. Soon, the Native American was teaching Pope the Yahi language and how to build bows and arrows the native way. Ishi died of tuberculosis in 1916, but Pope went on to expand his bowhunting horizons.
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Joel Maxfield is a world-class hunter and has worked with Matt McPherson since the beginning. Here is one of his many bowhunting trophies.

One of Pope’s bowhunting pals was archer Art Young, and the team began taking hunting trips and collecting animals taken with bows and arrows. On one trip, Pope and Young hunted Yellowstone National Park with special permission and harvested grizzly bears with archery tackle for museum collections. Of course, Pope and Young were honored as namesakes of the Pope and Young Club, founded in 1961.

Howard Hill is another iconic bowman. The Alabama-born Hill was proclaimed “the world’s greatest archer,” as he went undefeated in 196 consecutive field archery tournaments. Hill was Errol Flynn’s stunt archer in The Adventures of Robin Hood (1938). Hill hunted with archery tackle in 12 countries, collected numerous trophies and did several documentaries. In Tembo (1951), he hunted Africa for rogue elephants using only a longbow and arrows.

MODERN ARCHERY GROWTH

Doug Easton was a California archer who made wooden bows and arrows as early as 1922. In 1931, Easton developed the four-footed cedar shaft, and in 1939, he began making aluminum arrow shafts. Easton Sports continues to make arrows today, along with aluminum baseball bats, hockey sticks and other sports-related products.

In 1931, Hoyt Archery was founded. Earl Hoyt Jr. was an innovator who began using reinforced plastics in bows as early as 1946. Hoyt also designed the first overdraw bows and released a short hunting recurve in 1953. Hoyt Archery’s legacy spans more than 80 years.

Few probably know that Ben Pearson Archery was the first company to begin mass manufacturing bow and arrow sets. Pearson was a bowyer and fletcher from Pine Bluff, Ark., and was a competitive archer from the late 1920s until the late 1930s. He had a catalog in the late 1930s through which he sold arrows. A year later, Pearson began selling bows. By 1963, Ben Pearson Archery was selling more than 3,000 arrows a day and many bows. Archery was growing, and Pearson could hardly manufacture enough to keep up with the demand.

No history on bowhunting would be complete without mentioning Fred Bear. His nickname was “Papa Bear,” and he was often referred to as the father of modern archery. Bear didn’t start shooting a bow until he was nearly 30 years old. Born in Pennsylvania, Bear eventually moved his small archery company to Grayling, Mich. Bear first manufactured longbows and accessories, and in 1951, he and his design team developed their first recurve bow. Bear was a world-class hunter and documented many of his big-game hunts on 16 mm film.
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Bob Housholder started the Grand Slam Club in 1956 and began tracking hunters in pursuit of the North American 27 in the early 1970s. Here is Housholder with the polar bear that made him a Super Slammer.

In 1951, Martin Archery began building bows in Washington. Gail Martin, his son Terry and grandson Ryan continue to operate Martin Archery today as a family-owned business, spanning three generations and more than 25 patents.

Since Holless Wilbur Allen patented the compound bow in 1969, the world of archery has never looked back. Allen joined forces with Tom Jennings in 1969, and the first compound bow was manufactured.

Pete Shepley started PSE Archery in 1971 as a hobby to fulfill his hunting interests. PSE was one of five original companies to produce the first compound bows. Shepley is a world-class bowhunter and member of the Bowhunters Hall of Fame.

Matt McPherson made his first compound bow in 1973 at 13. McPherson Archery began in 1985 when he decided to manufacture and sell his innovative Inner Cam bow. He sold McPherson in 1989 and started Mathews Archery in 1992, with just two employees: he and Joel Maxfield. In 1998, Mathews was listed as No. 78 of the 500 fastest growing privately held companies in America, as listed by Inc. 500.

SLAM HISTORY

In 1956, Bob Housholder of Phoenix, Ariz., founded the Grand Slam Club. Housholder was an avid hunter and an official measurer for the
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THE FIRST ARCHERY GRAND SLAMS







	Five deer: whitetail, Coues, mule, Columbia and Sitka

	Five caribou: mountain, woodland, barren-ground, central Canadian and Quebec-Labrador

	Four sheep: Dall, Stone, bighorn and desert bighorn.

	Four bears: black, brown, grizzly and polar.

	Three elk: tule, Roosevelt and Rocky Mountain.

	Three moose: Alaska, Canada and Shiras.

	Two goats: American mountain goat and prairie goat (pronghorn).

	Two bovines: bison and musk ox.

	One mountain lion.
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